EOA,                                     19!

"Now, Manoei," said Minha, "you are talking just like
my brother! Are you making fun of us, too ? *'

" No, Minha, I assure you.1*

"Laugh on, gentlemen/* said Una, "and let us look
around, my dear mistress, for It is very fine!"

Very fine! A collection of houses, built of mud, white-
washed, and principally covered with thatch or palm-leaves;
a few built of stone or wood, with verandahs, doors, and
shutters painted a bright green, standing in the middle of
a small orchard of orange-trees in flower. But there were
two or three public buildings, a barrack, and a church
dedicated to St. Theresa, which was a cathedra! by
* the side of the modest chapel at Iquitos, On looking
towards the lake a beautiful panorama unfolded itself,
bordered by a frame of cocoa-nut trees and assais,
which ended at the edge of the liquid level, and
showed beyond the picturesque village of Noqueira, with
its few small houses lost in the mass of the old olive-trees
on the beach.

But for the two girls there was another cause of
wonderment, quite feminine wonderment too, in the
fashions of the fair Egans, not the primitive costume of
the natives, converted Omaas or Muras, but the dress of
true Brazilian ladies. The wives and daughters of the
principal functionaries and merchants of the town pre-
tentiously showed off their Parisian toilettes, a little out of